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PROGRAM NOTES 
I 9th-century writers on art and aesthetics, including architects, painters, playwrights and 
poets agreed that music served as the most important, most relevant art form of its era. Its 
ability to express feelings with a kind of precision and intensity barely available to, and cer-
tainly inimitable by the other arts made it so. Among the many forms musicians employed: 
suite, sonata, symphony, opera, song, and the various kinds of chamber ensemble music, all 
contributed to this predominance. All of these genres had begun to be cultivated in prior 
eras, but all reached a special height in the Romantic age unattained before or since. The only 
one to appear fresh and new at this time, the Liederkreis or song cycle, most richly typifies 
Romantic sensibility, and of all song cycles, Winterreise best exemplifies the unique expressive 
power of the medium. 
It may not be possible to say anything fresh about Franz Schubert of his Die Schone Miillerin 
and Winterreise any longer. So much ink has been spent on these works that mere program 
nc-·· n do neither justice. For those about to be fascinated by this evening's performance, 
I . mend the best book on the subject, Susan Youens' Retracting a winter's journey: 
Schubert's Winterreise (Cornell University Press, 1991 ). The close anaylsis and evaluation in its 
330 pages may never be equaled for useful and thorough insight. Anything appearing in these 
few pages pales before Youens' achievement. Nobody who henceforward sings or plays this 
cycle can afford to do so without contemplating the issues she raises, or her critical summary 
of all prior scholarly discussion of this twenty-four-song masterwork. One cannot simply sing 
or play Winterreise; one must enter its gray world of hope thwarted and resultant failure. 
Unlike opera, in which the staging, scenery, and interation among the characters in the drama 
combine to produce a satisfying effect, the singer of Winterreise cannot satisfy us by an oper-
atic protrayal of its "anti-hero," but must live the role fully and deeply. · Never before had such 
intense musical and dramatic demands been played on a singing actor. The performer must 
combine the lessons of Manuel Garcia's singing school with those of Stanislavsky method act-
ing to attain Schubert's vision. 
Our technological age keeps finding new ways to distort the art of the past. Mugar library 
possesses a videotape of Winterreise directed by Peter Weigl in 1995. As Brigitte Fassbander 
sings the work, a series of"interwoven stories linking characters who travel by carriage on a 
bleak winter's day" in Austria or Germany in about 1810, spells out the director's idea of 
drama .. Nothing could more completely ruin the cycle than this travesty!! The multiple fic-
tional tragedies portrayed interfere with the cental internal plot of the cycle; making explicit 
what should be left implicit robs the. audience member of the power of his or her imagination 
to convey the true meaning of the drama, an internal, personal meaning. For each listener, 
this meaning must differ. For if opera attains the ultimate in external spectacle, a great song 
cycle deeply probes self-identification and self-examination. Something carried inside each 
and every one of us knows and understands the failure of the protagonist. Experiencing a 
fine singer and pianist setting out the poems and music before us in a pure, straightforward 
manner, without a circus sideshow, enriches our sensibility and sense of our place in the uni-
VP etter than any silly charade. 
The poet Wilhelm Muller dedicated himself to economical, simple, direct means of expres-
sion, avoiding complex syntax and hidden agendas. In our time, he has often been regarded as 
na"ive, but Youens and others have argued for the profundity of the ideas and feeling beneath 
his simple works. The protagonist of the poems turns out to be a staple of the Schubert 
song: the Wanderer, a person encountered first in Der Wanderer, D. 489. Here the compos-
er clearly portrays the person who feels alienated from all those about him, and feels driven 
to move on, but everywhere will continue to find no home. Schubert's own sad life mirrors 
this world in too many ways to retain here. 
In Die Schone Miillerin, D. 795, the wanderer, a young and hopeful miller, falls in love with the 
mill owner's daughter, only to be rejected. In the end, he commits suicide by throwing himself 
into the brook that had initially led him to the mill. In Winterreise, D. 91 I, the hero journeys 
through an eternal winter that knows no beginning or ending. He seems to have no past, no 
future, just an eternal present of mendacious hope that leads him inevitably to disappoint-
ment and disillusionment. Muller authored all these poems and Schubert enhanced them 
with music that highlights the essential elements of the wanderer's need to keep pressing 
forward, hopeless as his journey may be. The protagonist has no name, or at least none he 
reveals to us. He dwells in memories obsessively, no matter how their pain must dim all his 
hopes. His actual outer life means little or nothing - he lives in shadows and only his inner 
life and his search for self knowledge mean anything to him and to us, for we find that ' 
become him, at least in part. He isolates himself from everyone as a defense from harn. , a 
result, his very soul seems to freeze up, and though he goes on existing, a part of him desires 
the release of death. In the final song, he comes upon a poor, miserable organ grinder. We 
find ourselves asking: does he simply encounter the organ grinder, become the organ grinder, 
or hear the street musician recount his own tale of woe? Winterreise searches for answers 
but cannot find them and so falls in love with the questions. We feel no chronology in the 
cycle, no order, just the singer-poets' need to struggle onward. 
One of Napoleon's aides stated that the Emporer had "transcended the known limits of 
glory:' In his cycles, Schubert transcended the limits of music drama's powers to reach inside 
the darkest places within a psyche. His successors knew this and attempted to follow up on 
his work. The four great cycles of Robert Schumann would have been impossible without 
Schubert, especially Dichter/iebe without Winterreise. The three great cycles or Mussorgskii 
lean further on the Schubert and Schumann models, and this process reaches its romantic-era 
climax with Gustav Mahler's cycles with orchestral accompaniment. The ultra-sensitive cycles 
of Gabriel Faure may seem tangential to this process, but they too react to it, if in a very 
Gallic manner. While the 20th century rejected much of the message of its predecessor, we 
hear echoes of Winterreise in Schonberg's Book of the Hanging Gardens and Pierrot Lunaire, 
Hindemith's Das Marien/eben (particularly its first version) and too many other cycles to enu-
merate. The song cycle seems to have achieved a new life from the work of Freud; Elisabeth 
Kubler-Ross in On death and dying describes slow and gradual stages of the process that 
sound like Muller's hero. I will not try to summarize Youen's characterization of Muller and 
his hero except to say that she found a new positivism in all of this, a truly stunning 
accomplishment. 
Tonal plans, motivic interaction, and other matters of musical analysis exist on many levels in 
Winterreise, but they can have little real effect on the listener's conscious apprehension of the 
cycle at a first listening. This huge organic whole of twenty-four parts takes many hearipr o 
appreciate. After studying it for over fifty years, I continue to learn from it every time I 
at the score or hear any of it. Never has such simple, direct language set by such pure, 
almost innocuous-seeming music made so profound an effect. 
I knew a composer who thought Schubert's songs na"ive and his expressive means simple-
minded and dated. This person has been dead for twenty years now and nobody, even his 
friends and relatives, think about his music any longer. Schubert, on the other hand, goes on 
and will continue to do so, for so long as men strive and love and hope against hope. For 
those of you who have not yet heard Winterreise but possesses the sensitivity and musician-
ship to appreciate what you will hear tonight, fasten your seat belts! For those of you who 
have already experienced it, the safety belts remain a good idea. Schubert takes you on a 
wild emotional ride. The only defenses against it may be insensitivity and/or invincible igno-
rance. Like philosophy, Winterreise asks questions that can drive us mad if we dwell on them 
overmuch. 
-Joel Sheveloff 
Joel L. Sheveloff is Professor of Music at Boston University School of Music. He received 
his AB from City University of New York, Queens College, and his MFA and PhD from 
Brandeis University. Professor Sheveloff became Assistant Professor at Boston University in 
19(;- ssociate in 1971, and holds his present position as Professor of Music since 1996. 
ZELOTES EDMUND TOLIVER 
Zelotes Edmund Toliver is an Associate Professor of Voice with the School of Music at Boston 
University starting in 2002. He has also been on the faculty of the Folkwang Music Academy 
(Hochschule) in Essen, Germany. 
Born in Greenport, New York, Professor Toliver studied at Illinois Wesleyan University earning a 
Bachelor of Music Education Degree with Honors. He received his Master of Music and Doctor 
of Musical of Arts Degrees at the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor, where he sang major roles 
in fourteen different operas. His principal teachers of voice were Professor David Nott and 
Professor Willis C. Patterson. In Vienna, Austria, he studied with Prof. Franz Schuch-Tovini and 
won prizes in many international music competitions, including: The International Verdi Voice 
Competition; Buseto, Italy; The Sixth International Tchaikovsky Competition in Moscow, and was a 
Regional Winner in the Metropolitan Opera Auditions in Washington, D.C. Dr. Toliver has 
received a career study award from the Grinnell Foundation, a National Opera Institute study 
grant and a professional study grant from the Metropolitan Opera National Council. 
Dr. Toliver began his full-time vocal-career in Europe with the Vienna State Opera, singing th 
over 135 performances. He has had major guest contracts at The Zurich Opera; "Deutsche· 
Opera - Berlin;Theatre du Chatelet - Paris; Bavarian State Opera - Munich; Netherlands Opera 
and the Grand Theater of the Geneva Opera. He has worked with such leading conductors as: 
Erich Leinsdorf, Heinrich Hollreiser, Christoph von Dohnanyi, Nello Santi, and Horst Stein 
(Vienna), Niksa Bareza (Graz), Ralf Weikert (Zurich), Esa-Pekka Salonen and Jeffery Tate (Paris and 
Minneapolis), James Conlon (Cologne), Lawrence Renes and Ton Koopman (Netherlands), Hartmut 
Haenchen (Amsterdam) and Armin Jordan (Geneva). 
He has convincingly portrayed among his many roles: Don Basilio, Sarastro, Sparafucile, Boito's 
Mefistofele, King Phillip, Grand Inquisitor, Ramphis, King Henry, Gurnemanz, King Marke and 
Pogner. His interpretations as Fasolt, Hunding, Fafner and Hagen in the Graz Production of 
Wagner's "Ring des Nibelungen" - including television recordings - brought him into recognition as 
a truly outstanding performer. His repertory encompasses almost all of the major-bass rolls in 
Mozart, Verdi, and Wagner Operas. During his years in Europe, he has also been a member of the 
ensembles in Graz,Austria and Dortmund. 
In the United States Dr. Toliver, made his opera debut during his student years with The Michigan 
Opera Theatre and since has appeared with The Wolf Trap Opera, The Cincinnati Opera, The New 
York City Opera, and The Lyric Opera of Chicago. 
In Europe, Asia and Africa Dr.Toliver has had Guest Performances in: Amsterdam - Berlin -
Bergen - Budapest - Cologne - Dusseldorf - Essen - Freiburg - Geneva - Graz - Hannover -
Innsbruck-Kassel - Mannheim - Munich - Windhoek, Namibia - Osaka - Paris - Rotterdam -
Salzburg - Strasbourg-Tokyo -Vienna - Wiesbaden - Zurich, among numerous other cities. 
Under the baton of James Conlon he appeared on the complete recording of the opera Madame 
Butterfly, with the Orchestre de Paris and in Alexander von Zemlinsky's "Der Traumgorge with 
the Cologne Philharmonic Orchestra. The Austrian Radio (ORF) has aired his evening of "Ne!' o 
Spirituals". Edmund has a Compact Disc recording of Negro-Spirituals ''The Songs of Old S·, 
He has been heard in concert with the Bavarian Radio Orchestra, conducted by Gunther Sci•- ·· 
and recently in solo-concert at the Sarov Festival in Russia. 
Recently, Dr.Toliver has appeared in the solo-opera El Cimarron by Henze in Macerata, Italy and in 
the oratorios: A Child of Our Time by Tippett and Samson by Handel in Germany, as well as 
·singing recitals in Germany and the United States. 
SHIELA KIBBE 
Shiela Kibbe is currently Assistant Professor and chairman of the Collaborative Piano 
Department at Boston University's School of Music. 
Hailed by Richard Dyer in the Boston Globe as a "superb collaborative pianist," Professor Kibbe 
has been recital partner to French hornist Eric Ruske, violist Michelle LaCourse, trumpeter Terry 
Everson, and singers Mark Aliapoulios, Penelope Bitzas, Gui-Ping Deng, D'Anna Fortunato, William 
Hite, Sarah Pelletier, and William Sharp. She has been the pianist for baritone Stephen Salters, 
recording with him on the Qualiton 'Cypres' label, and concertizing with him throughout 
Belgium, Germany, Japan, and Russia. 
For several years, Professor Kibbe was rehearsal pianist for the Boston Symphony Orchestra's 
Tanglewood Festival Chorus, as well as accompanist for the John Oliver Chorale, recording with 
them on the Koch label. She has served as principal keyboardist and vocal coach for the 
Symphony and Opera Association in Chattanooga, Tennessee, and as pianist for the Pennsylvania 
Opera Theatre, the Philadelphia Orchestra Woodwind Quintet Seminars, and the International 
S Institute in Ithaca, New York. 
Professor Kibbe holds two Master of Music degrees from Temple University in Philadelphia, and 
was twice a fellow in Vocal Accompanying at the Tanglewood Music Center. She has taught at the 
New England Conservatory and began her association with Boston University as a vocal coach 
in the Opera Institute. 
TEXT AND TRANSLATIONS 
Gute Nacht 
Fremd bin ich eingezogen, 
Fremd zieh' ich wieder aus. 
Der Mai war mir gewogen 
Mit manchem BlumenstrauB. 
Das Madchen sprach von Liebe, 
Die Mutter gar von Eh', -
Nun ist die Welt so triibe, 
Der Weg gehullt in Schnee. 
lch kann zu meiner Reisen 
Nicht wahlen mit der Zeit, 
MuB selbst den Weg mir weisen 
In dieser Dunkelheit. 
Es zieht ein Mondenschatten 
Als mein Gefahrte mit, 
Und auf den weiBen Matten 
Such' ich des Wildes Tritt. 
Was soll ich langer weilen, 
DaB man mich trieb hinaus? 
LaB irre Hunde heulen 
y,..- · res Herren Haus; 
be liebt das Wandern -
(,..,< at sie so gemacht -
Von einem zu dem andern. 
Fein Liebchen, gute Nacht! 
Good Night 
I came here a stranger, 
A stranger I now depart. 
May did favour me 
With many a bunch of flowers. 
The girl spoke of love, 
Her mother even of marriage -
How gloom-filled the world is now, 
And the road shrouded in snow. 
I cannot choose the time 
To begin my journey, 
I Must find my own way 
In this darkness. 
A shadow of the moon travels 
With me as companion, 
And upon the white fields 
I look for animal tracks. 
Why should I stay here longer 
Just so people drive me away? 
Let the stray dogs howl 
In front of their master's house; 
Love loves to wander -
God made it that way -
From one to the other. 
My dearest, Good Night! 
Will dich im Traum nicht stiiren, 
War schad' um deine Ruh'. 
Sollst meinen Tritt nicht hiiren -
Sacht, sacht die Ti.ire zu! 
Schreib im Vori.ibergehen 
Ans Tor dir: Gute Nacht, 
Damit du miigest sehen, 
An dich hab' ich gedacht. 
Die Wetterfahne 
Der Wind spielt mit der Wetterfahne 
Auf meines schiinen Liebchens Haus. 
Da dacht' ich schon in meinem Wahne, 
Sie pfiff den annen Fli.ichtling aus. 
Er hatt' es eher bemerken sollen, 
Des Hauses aufgestecktes Schild, 
So hatt' er nimmer suchen wollen 
Im Haus ein treues Frauenbild. 
Der Wind spielt drinnen mit den Herzen 
Wie auf dem Dach, nur nicht so laut. 
Was fragen sie nach meinen Schmerzen! 
lhr Kind ist eine reiche Braut. 
Gefror'ne Tranen 
Gefror'ne Tropfen fallen 
Von meinen Wangen ab: 
Ob es mir denn entgangen, 
DaB ich geweinet hab'! 
Ei Tran en, m eine Tran en, 
Und seid ihr gar so tau, 
DaB ihr erstarrt zu Eise 
Wie ki.ihler Morgentau! 
Und dringt doch aus der Quelle 
Der Brust so gti.ihend heiB, 
Als wolltet ihr zerschmelzen 
Des ganzen Winters Eis! 
Erstarrung 
lch such' im Schnee vergebens 
Nach ihrerTritte Spur, 
Wo sie an meinem Anne 
Durchstrich die gri.ine Flur. 
lch will den Boden ki.issen, 
Durchdringen Eis und Schnee 
Mit meinen heiBen Tr'd.nen, 
Bis ich die Erde seh'. 
Wo find' ich eine Blute, 
Wo find' ich gri.ines Gras! 
Die Blumen sind erstorben, 
Der Rasen sieht so blaB. 
I don't want to disturb your dreams, 
It would be a shame to wake you. 
You won't hear my tread, 
Softly, so softly I'll close the door! 
I'll write in passing 
On your gate: Good Night, 
So that you may see 
That I thought of you. 
The Weathervane 
The wind plays with the weathervane 
On my sweet love's house. 
And I thought in my delusion, 
or her as fugitive, the wind mocking her. 
He should have noticed sooner 
The symbol on the house, 
So he wouldn't ever have expected 
To find a faithful woman within. 
The wind plays with the hearts inside 
As it does on the roof, only not so loud. 
Why should they care about my grief? 
Their child is a rich bride. 
Frozen Tears 
Frozen drops fall 
Down my cheeks. 
Could it be that 
I've been crying! 
Ah tears, my tears, 
And are you so tepid 
That you freeze into ice 
Like the cool morning dew! 
Yet you burst from the wellspring 
Of my heart burning so hot, 
As if you wanted to melt 
All the winter's ice! 
Numbness 
I search in the snow, in vain 
For traces of her tread, 
Where she, ann in arm with me, 
Crossed the green meadow. 
I want to kiss the ground, 
Penetrate ice and snow 
With my hot tears, 
Until I see the earth. 
Where will I find a blossom , 
Where will I find green grass! 
The flowers are all dead, 
The turf is so pale. 
--
Soll denn kein Angedenken 
lch nehmen mit von hier? 
Wenn meine Schmerzen schweigen, 
Wer sagt mir dann von ihr? 
Mein Herz ist wie erstorben, 
Kalt starrt ihr Bild darin; 
Schmilzt je das Herz mir wieder, 
FlieBt auch ihr Bild dahin! 
Der Lindenbaum 
Am Brunnen vor dem Tore 
Da steht ein Lindenbaum; 
lch triiumt' in seinem Schatten 
So manchen suBen Traum. 
lch schnitt in seine Rinde 
o manches liebe Wort; 
zog in Freud' und Leide 
u ihm mich immer fort. 
lch muBt' auch heute wandem 
Vorbei in tiefer Nacht, 
Da hab' ich noch im Dunkeln 
Die Augen zugemacht. 
Und seine Zweige rauschten, 
Ats riefen sie mir zu: 
Komm her zu mir; Geselle, 
Hier find'st du deine Ruh'! 
Die kalten Winde bliesen 
Mir grad' ins Angesicht; 
Der Hut flog mir vom Kopfe, 
lch wendete m ich nicht. 
Nun bin ich manche Stunde 
Entfernt von jenem Ort, 
Und immer hiir' ich's rauschen: 
Du fandest Ruhe dort! 
Wasserflut 
Manche Tran' aus meinen Augen 
1st gefallen in den Schnee; 
Seine kalten Flocken saugen 
Durstig ein das heiBe Weh. 
Wenn die Graser sprossen wollen 
Weht daher ein lauer Wind, 
v nd das Eis zerspringt in Schollen 
nd der weiche Schnee zerrinnt. 
Schnee, du weiBt von meinem Sehnen, 
Sag', wohin doch geht dein Lauf? 
Falge nach nur meinen Tranen, 
Nimmt dich bald das Bachlein auf. 
Shall then no keepsake 
Accompany me from here? 
When my pains cease, 
Who will speak to me of her then? 
My heart is as if dead, 
Her image frozen cold within; 
If my heart ever thaws again, 
Her image will melt away too! 
The Linden Tree 
At the well by the gate 
There stands a linden tree; 
In its shadow I dreamed 
Many a sweet dream. 
I carved in its bark 
Many a word of love; 
In joy and in sorrow 
I was ever drawn to it. 
Again today I had to travel 
Past it in the depth of night. 
There, even in the darkness 
I closed my eyes. 
And its branches rustled, 
As if they called to me: 
Come here to me, friend, 
There you'll find peace! 
The cold wind blew 
Straight into my face; 
The hat flew off my head, 
I didn't turn around. 
Now I am many hours 
Distant from that place, 
And yet I hear the rustling: 
You'd find peace there! 
The Torrent 
Many a tear from my eyes 
Has fallen in the snow; 
Its cold flakes thirstily absorb 
Their burning grief. 
When it's time for the grass to sprout 
There blows a mild wind, 
And ice will break apart 
And soft snow melt away. 
Snow, you know about my longing, 
Tell me, where does your course lead? 
If you just follow my . tears, 
The brook will soon take you in. 
Wirst mit ihm die Stadt durchziehen, 
Muntre StraBen ein und aus; 
Fuhlst du meine Tranen gluhen, 
Da ist meiner Liebsten Haus. 
Auf dem Flusse 
Der du so lustig rauschtest, 
Du heller, wilder FluB, 
Wie still bist du geworden, 
Gibst keinen ScheidegruB. 
Mit harter, starrer Rinde 
Hast du dich uberdeckt, 
Liegst kalt und unbeweglich 
Im Sande ausgestreckt. 
In deine Decke grab' ich 
Mit einem spitzen Stein 
Den Namen meiner Liebsten 
Und Stund' und Tag hinein: 
Den Tag des ersten GruBes, 
Den Tag, an dem ich ging; 
Um Nam' und Zahlen windet 
Sich ein zerbroch'ner Ring. 
Mein Herz, in diesem Bache 
Erkennst du nun dein Bild1 
Ob's unter seiner Rinde 
Wohl auch so reiBend schwillt1 
Riickblick 
Es brennt mir unter beiden Sohlen, 
Tret' ich auch schon auf Eis und Schnee, 
lch mi:icht' nicht wieder Atem holen, 
Bis ich nicht mehr die Turme seh'. 
Hab' mich an jedem Stein gestoBen, 
So eilt' ich zu der Stadt hinaus; 
Die Krahen warfen Ball' und SchloBen 
Auf meinen Hut von jedem Haus. 
Wie anders hast du mich empfangen, 
Du Stadt der Unbestandigkeit! 
An deinen blanken Fenstern sangen 
Die Lerch' und Nachtigall im Streit. 
Die runden Lindenbaume bluhten, 
Die klaren Rinnen rauschten hell, 
Und ach, zwei Madchenaugen gluhten. -
Da war's gescheh'n um dich, Gesell! 
Kommt mir derTag in die gedanken, 
Mi:icht' ich noch einmal riickwarts seh'n. 
Mi:icht' ich zurucke wieder wanken, 
Vor ihrem Hause stille steh'n. 
You will glide through the town with it, 
In and out of the busy streets; 
And when you feel my tears burning -
That will be my beloved's house. 
On the Stream 
You who thundered so cheerfully, 
You bright, untamed river, 
How quiet you have become, 
And no word of farewell you give. 
With a hard stiff crust 
You have covered yourself, 
Cold and unmoving you lie 
Outstretched in the sand. 
In your crust I inscribe 
With a sharp stone 
The name of my sweetheart 
And the hour and the day. 
The day of the first greeting, 
The day on which I left; 
Around names and figures entwines 
A broken ring. 
My heart, in this stream 
Do you now recognize your image1 
And under its surface 
Is there too a raging torrent? 
Backward Glance 
It burns under both my feet, 
Though I walk on ice and snow; 
I don't want to catch my breath 
Until I can no longer see the spires. 
I tripped on every stone, 
As I hurried out of the town; 
The crows hurled chunks of snow and ice 
At my hat from every house. 
How differently you received me, 
You town of inconstancy! 
At your sparkling windows sang 
The lark and nightingale in competition. 
The round linden trees bloomed, 
The clear streams murmured bright, 
And, oh, two maiden's eyes glowed -
There your fate was sealed, my friend! 
Whenever that day enters my thoughts, 
I want to look back once more, 
I want to tum back again 
And stand silently before her house. 
lrrlicht 
In die tiefsten Felsengriinde 
Lockte mich ein lrrlicht hin; 
Wie ich einen Ausgang finde, 
Liegt nicht schwer mich in dem Sinn. 
Bin gewohnt das lrregehen, 
's fUhrt ja jeder Weg zum Ziel; 
Uns're Freuden, uns're Wehen, 
Alles eines lrrlichts Spiel! 
Durch des Bergstroms trockne Rinnen 
Wind' ich ruhig mich hinab, 
Jeder Strom wird's Meer gewinnen, 
Jedes Leiden auch sein Grab. 
Rast 
l'J·· erk' ich erst wie mud' ich bin, 
[-' ur Ruh' mich lege; 
Das andem hielt mich munter hin 
Auf unwirtbarem Wege. 
Die FiiBe frugen nicht nach Rast, 
Es war zu kalt zum Stehen; 
Der Riicken fUhlte keine Last, 
Der Sturm half fort mich wehen. 
In eines Kohlers engem Haus 
Hab' Obdach ich gefunden. 
Doch meine Glieder ruh'n nicht aus: 
So brennen ihre Wunden. 
Auch du, mein Herz, in Kampf und Sturm 
So wild und so verwegen, 
Fiihlst in der Still' erst deinen Wurm 
Mit heiBem Stich sich regen! 
Frilhlingstraum 
lch tri.umte von bunten Blumen, 
So wie sie wohl bliihen im Mai; 
lch triiumte von griinen Wiesen, 
Von lustigem Vogelgeschrei. 
Und als die Hahne kriihten, 
Da ward mein Auge wach; 
Da war es kalt und finster, 
Es schrien die Raben vom Dach. 
Doch an den Fensterscheiben, 
v alte die Blatter da1 
t wohl iiber den Triiumer, 
Der Blumen im Winter sah1 
lch tri.umte von Lieb um Liebe, 
Von einer schonen Maid, 
Von Herzen und von Kiissen, 
Von Wonne und Seligkeit. 
Will o' the Wisp 
Into the deepest mountain chasms 
A will o' the wisp lured me; 
How to find a way out 
Doesn't worry me much. 
I'm used to going astray, 
Every way leads to the end. 
Our joys, our sorrows, 
All a will o' the wisp's game! 
Through the mountain stream's dry channel 
I wend my way calmly downward. 
Every river finds its way to the ocean, 
And every sorrow to its grave. 
Rest 
Only now I notice how tired I am 
As I lay myself down to rest; 
Walking kept me going strong 
On inhospitable roads. 
My feet didn't ask for rest, 
It was too cold to stand still, 
My back felt no burden, 
The storm helped to blow me onward. 
In a charcoal-burner's t iny house 
I have found shelter; 
But my limbs won't relax, 
Their wounds burn so. 
You, too, my heart, in strife and storm 
So wild and so bold, 
In the quiet now you feel the sharp sting 
Of the worm that lives within you! 
Dream of Spring 
I dreamt of colourfol flowers , 
The way they bloom in May; 
I dreamt of green meadows, 
Of merry bird calls. 
And as the cocks crowed, 
My eyes were awakened; 
It was cold and dark; 
On the roof, ravens shrieked. 
But on the window panes, 
Who painted the leaves there? 
You'll probably laugh at the dreamer 
Who saw flowers in winter. 
I dreamed of love requited, 
Of a beautiful maiden, 
Of embracing and kissing, 
Of joy and delight. 
Und als die Hahne krahten, 
Da ward mein Herze wach; 
Nun sitz' ich hier alleine 
Und denke dem Traume nach. 
Die Augen schlie6' ich wieder; 
Noch schliigt das herz so warm. 
Wann griint ihr Blatter am Fenster? 
Wann halt' ich mein Liebchen im Arm? 
Einsamkeit 
Wie eine triibe Wolke 
Durch heit're Liifte geht, 
Wenn in der Tanne Wipfel 
Ein mattes Liiftchen weht 
So zieh ich meine StraBe 
Dahin mit tragem FuB, 
Durch helles, frohes Leben 
Einsam und ohne GruB. 
Ach, daB die Luft so ruhig! 
Ach, daB die Welt so licht! 
Als noch die Stiirme tobten, 
War ich so elend nicht. 
Die Post 
Von der StraBe her ein Posthorn klingt. 
Was hat es, daB es so hoch aufspringt, 
Mein Herz? 
Die Post bringt keinen Brief fiir dich. 
Was drangst du denn so wunderlich, 
Mein Herz? 
Nun ja, die Post kommt aus der Stadt, 
Wo ich ein liebes Liebchen hat, 
Mein Herz! 
Willst wohl einmal hiniiberseh'n 
Und fragen, wie es dort mag geh'n, 
Mein Herz? 
Der greise Kopf 
Der Reif hatt' einen weiBen Schein 
Mir iibers Haar gestreuet; 
Da glaubt' ich schon ein Greis zu sein 
Und hab' mich sehr gefreuet. 
Doch bald ist er hinweggetaut, 
Hab' wieder schwarze Haare, 
DaB mir's vor meiner Jugend graut -
Wie weit noch bis zur Bahre! 
Vom Abendrot zum Morgenlicht 
Ward mancher Kopf zum Greise. 
Wer glaubt's1 und meiner ward es nicht 
Auf dieser ganzen Reise! 
And as the cocks crowed, 
My heart was awakened; 
Now I sit here alone 
And reflect on the dream. 
I close my eyes again, 
My heart still beats so warm. 
When will you leaves on the window turn green? 
When will I hold my love in my arms? 
Loneliness 
As a dreary cloud 
Moves through clear sky, 
As in the crown of the fir 
A faint breeze blows: 
Just so I travel my road 
Onward with sluggish feet, 
Moving through bright, happy life, 
Lonely and unrecognized. 
Oh, that the air should be so still! 
Oh, that the world should be so bright! 
When the storms yet raged, 
I wasn't so miserable. 
The Post 
From the highroad a posthorn sounds. 
Why do you leap so high, 
My heart? 
The post does not bring a letter for you, 
Why do you surge, then, so wonderfully, 
My heart? 
Of course, the post comes from the town, 
Where I once had a true beloved, 
My heart! 
Would you like to take a look over there, 
And ask how things are going, 
My heart? 
The Grey Head 
The frost has spread a white sheen 
All over my hair; 
I thought I had become old 
And that made me very happy. 
But soon it melted away, 
And now the hair is black again, 
So that I am horrified by my youth: 
How far yet to the grave! 
From sunset to dawn 
Many a head turns white. 
Who can believe it? And mine 
Has not in the course of this entire journey! 
Die Krahe 
Eine Krahe war mit mir 
Ai.Js der Stadt gezogen, 
1st bis heute fiir und fur 
Um mein Haupt geflogen. 
Krahe, wunderliches Tier; 
Willst mich nicht verlassen1 
Meinst wohl, bald als Beute hier 
Meinen Leib zu fassen1 
Nun, es wird nicht weit mehr geh'n 
AA dem Wanderstabe. 
Krahe, laB mich endlich seh'n 
Treue bis zum Grabe! 
Letzte Hoffnung 
H' d da ist an den Baumen 
f'1 s bunte Blatt zu seh'n, 
Una ch bleibe vor den Baumen 
Oftmals in Gedanken steh'n. 
Schaue nach dem einen Blatte, 
Hange meine Hoffnung dran; 
Spielt derWind mit meinem Blatte, 
Zittr' ich, was ich zittem kann. 
Ach, und fallt das Blatt zu Boden, 
Fallt mit ihm die Hoffnung ab; 
Fall' ich selber mit zu Boden, 
Wein' auf meiner Hoffnung Grab. 
Im Dorfe 
Es bellen die Hunde, es rasseln die Ketten; 
Es schlafen die Menschen in ihren Betten, 
Traumen sich manches, was sie nicht haben, 
Tun sich im Guten und Argen erlaben; 
Und morgen friih ist alles zerflossen. 
Je nun, sie haben ihr Teil genossen 
Und hoffen, was sie noch iibrig lieBen, 
Doch wieder zu linden auf ihren Kissen. 
Bellt mich nur fort. ihr wachen Hunde, 
LaBt mich nicht ruh'n in der Schlummerstunde! 
lch bin zu Ende mit allen Traumen. 
Was will ich unter den Schlafem saumen1 
Der sturmische Morgen 
V t der Sturm zerrissen 
l .1mmels graues Kleid! 
Die Wolkenfetzen flattem 
Umher im matten Streit. 
The Crow 
A crow was with me 
As I left the town, 
Even at this moment, 
It has circled above my head. 
Crow, you strange creature, 
Won't you ever leave me? 
Do you plan soon as booty 
To have my carcass? 
Well, I won't be much longer 
That I wander with my staff in hand. 
Crow, let me finally see 
Loyalty unto the grave! 
Last Hope 
Here and there on the trees 
There's a coloured leaf to be seen. 
lvid I stop in front of the trees 
Often, lost in thought. 
I watch a particular leaf 
lvid pin my hopes on it; 
If the wind plays with my leaf 
I tremble from head to foot. 
Oh, and if the leaf falls to earth, 
My hopes fall along with it. 
I fall to earth as well 
Md weep on the grave of my hopes. 
In the Village 
Dogs are barking, chains are rattling; 
People are sleeping in their beds, 
Dreaming of things they don't have, 
Refreshing themselves in good and bad. 
Md in the morning all will have vanished. 
Oh well, they had their share of pleasure 
lvid hope that what they missed 
Can be found again on their pillows. 
Drive me out with your barking, vigilant dogs, 
Don't let me rest in the hours of slumber. 
I am finished with all my dreams. 
Why should I linger among the sleepers? 
The Stormy Morning 
How the storm has tom asunder 
The heavens' grey cloak! 
Cloud-tatters flutter 
Around in weary strife. 
Und rote Feuerflammen 
Zieh'n zwischen ihnen hin; 
Das nenn' ich einen Morgen 
So recht nach meinem Sinn! 
Mein Herz sieht an dem Himmel 
Gemalt sein eig'nes Bild -
Es ist nichts als der Winter, 
Der Winter kalt und wild! 
Tliuschung 
Ein Licht tanzt freundlich vor mir her, 
lch folg' ihm nach die Kreuz und Quer; 
lch folg' ihm gern und seh's ihm an, 
DaB es verlockt den Wandersmann. 
Ach! wer wie ich so elend ist, 
Gibt gern sich hin der bunten List, 
Die hinter Eis und Nacht und Graus, 
Ihm weist ein helles, warmes Haus. 
Und eine liebe Seele drin. -
Nur Tauschung ist fUr mich Gewinn! 
Der Wegweiser 
Was vermeid' ich denn die Wege, 
Wo die ander'n Wand'rer geh'n, 
Suche mir versteckte Stege, 
Durch verschneite Felsenhoh'n1 
Habe ja doch nichts begangen, 
DaB ich Menschen sollte scheu'n, -
Welch ein torichtes Verlangen 
Treibt mich in die Wiistenei'n? 
Weiser stehen auf den StraBen, 
Weisen auf die Stiidte zu. 
Und ich wandre sonder MaBen 
Ohne Ruh' und suche Ruh'. 
Einen Weiser seh' ich stehen 
Unverriickt vor meinem Blick; 
Eine StraBe muB ich gehen, 
Die noch keiner ging zuriick. 
Das Wirtshaus 
Auf einen Totenacker 
Hat mich mein Weg gebracht; 
Allhier will ich einkehren, 
Hab ich bei mir gedacht. 
lhr griinen Totenkriinze 
Konnt wohl die Zeichen sein, 
Die miide Wand'rer laden 
Ins kiihle Wirtshaus ein. 
And fiery red flames 
Dart around among them; 
That's what I call a morning 
Exactly to my liking! 
My heart sees in the heavens 
Its own image painted -
It's nothing but the winter, 
Winter cold and wild! 
Deception 
A light does a friendly dance before me, 
I follow it here and there; 
I like to follow it and watch 
The way it lures the wanderer. 
Ah, a man as wretched as I am 
Is glad to fall for the merry trick 
That, beyond ice and night and fear, 
Shows him a bright, warm house. 
And a loving soul within. -
Ah, my only victory is in delusion! 
The Signpost 
Why then do I avoid the routes 
Where other travelers go, 
And search out hidden pathways 
Through the snowy mountaintops? 
I've committed no crime 
That I should shun mankind -
What is this foolish compulsion 
That drives me into the wastelands? 
Signposts stand along the highways 
Pointing to the cities, 
And I wander ever further 
Restlessly, searching for peace. 
Before me I see a signpost standing 
Fixed before my gaze. 
I must travel a road 
From which no-one's ever returned. 
The Inn 
My way has led me 
To a graveyard; 
Here I'll stop, 
I told myself. 
You green mourning garlands, 
You must be the sign 
That invites weary travellers 
Into this cool inn. 
Sind denn in diesem Hause 
Die Kammem all' besetzt1 
Bin matt zum Niedersinken, 
Bin tOdlich schwer verletzt. 
O unbarmherz'ge Schenke, 
Doch weisest du mich ab? 
Nun weiter denn, nur weiter, 
Mein treuer Wanderstab! 
Mutl 
Fliegt der Schnee mir ins Gesicht, 
Schlitt!' ich ihn herunter. 
Wenn mein Herz im Busen spricht, 
Sing' ich hell und munter. 
Hore nicht, was es mir sagt, 
H· ·eine Ohren; 
cht, was es mir klagt, 
ist fi.ir Toren. 
Lustig in die Welt hinein 
Gegen Wind und Wetter! 
Will kein Gott auf Erden sein, 
Sind wir selber Gotter! 
Die Nebensonnen 
Drei Sonnen sah ich am Himmel steh'n, 
Hab' lang und fest sie angeseh'n; 
Und sie auch standen da so stier, 
Als wollten sie nicht weg von mir. 
Ach, meine Sonnen seid ihr nicht! 
SChaut ander'n doch ins Angesicht! 
Ja, neulich hatt' ich auch wohl drei; 
Nun sind hinab die besten zwei. 
Ging nur die dritt' erst hinterdrein! 
Im Dunkel wird mir wohler sein. 
Der Leiermann 
Dri.iben hinterm Dorfe 
Steht ein Leiermann 
Und mit starren Fingem 
Dreht er was er kann. 
BarfuB auf dem Eise 
Wankt er hin und her 
Und sein kleiner Teller 
e· "hm immer leer. 
Keiner mag ihn horen, 
Keiner sieht ihn an, 
Und die Hunde knurren 
Um den alten Mann. 
What, are all the rooms 
In this house full? 
I'm tired enough to drop, 
I'm mortally wounded. 
Oh, merciless innkeeper, 
Do you tum me away? 
Well, onward then, yet onward, 
My faithful walking staff! 
Courage! 
The snow flies in my face, 
I shake it off. 
When my heart cries in my breast, 
I sing loud and gay. 
I don't hear what it says, 
I have no ears to listen; 
I don't feel it when it laments, 
Complaining is for fools. 
Merrily, through the world, 
Facing wind and weather! 
If there's no God upon earth, 
We ourselves are gods! 
The Phantom Suns 
I saw three suns in the sky, 
Stared at them hard for a long time; 
And they stayed there so stubborn; 
It seemed they didn't want to leave me. 
Ah, you are not my suns! 
Go, look into someone else's face! 
Yes, recently I too had three 
But now the best two have gone. 
Let the third one also set! 
I'll fare better in the· dark. 
The organ-grinder 
Over there beyond the village 
Stands an organ-grinder, 
And with numb fingers 
He plays as best he can. 
Barefoot on the ice, 
He totters back and forth, 
And his little plate 
remains ever empty. 
No one wants to hear him, 
No one looks at him, 
And dogs sn·arl 
Around the old man. 
Und er laBt es gehen, 
Alles wie es will, 
Dreht, und seine Leier 
Steht ihm nimmer still. 
Wunderlicher Alter! 
Soll ich mit dir geh'n? 
Willst zu meinen Liedern 
Deine Leier dreh'n? 
And he just lets it happen, 
As it will, 
He plays, and his hurdy-gurdy 
Is never still. 
Strange old man, 
Shall I go with you? 
Will you play your organ 
To my songs? 
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Tsai Performance Center 
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